FOOTSLOGGER

into flames and the thick smoke of cordite mingled with brickdust
rose to the skies. One battalion of the northern brigade having
suffered heavy casualties, remained established in this part of the
captured line, held upon one flank by an enemy increasing his
strength every moment, and upon the other by a fierce furnace,
opposed in the front by masses of armed men and completely cut
off in the rear by machine-gun fire. The air was filled with
stick-bombs and slowly, inch by inch, yard by yard, the enemy
was forcing his way from the north, penetrating the captured
line. Every minute the ammunition of the attacking force grew
less and less. It could only be a question of time before the
remnant of the battalion was annihilated.

Bill Harris, with the reserve mules and my horse., was waiting
in an old chalk quarry, waiting for victory to go on. From the
high ground by Croisilles he had looked over the landscape
beyond the Hindenburg Line and could see the open fields, and
far in the distance the untouched villages and church spires.
He was waiting for the break-through, for the feel of a horse
between his legs as in the days of the South African campaigning.
For two years he had waited . . . shells screamed spitefully over
the quarry, the wounded began to pass by its mouth.

The Transport Sergeant, wet with sweat, appeared. " 'Arris,
'and over them two mules. There's 'ell up in the valley. Gawd !
I've never seen such a mess. . . . 3Alf the Transport gone west
. . . the boys in the line shouting for bombs an' we can't get
*em up * . . machinc-gunnm5 like 'ell. . . . Chuck us the
reins.'*

He swung his leg across one of the mules and galloped up the
valley* Harris peered out. Columns of smoke and dust were
blowing down between the low hills. He lost sight of the Sergeant
for a while, then saw him again with other drivers feverishly
cutting the traces from two animals on the ground, and hitching
the two fresh mules to the limber. Smoke again obliterated the
scene. When it had cleared the limber was well up the shallow
gorge, then the driver wobbled in his saddle and, pitching
forward, fell to the ground. The terrified mules plunged forward,
then, tearing themselves free, fled down the valley of death.

" Gawd ! " Harris whistled, " This is a pretty how-d'ye-do.
Dunny, old son, it's you and me for it, now or never." He
whispered into her car. c< Dunny, darling, can you get a move
on for once in your bloody life ? We've gotta be quick, you
and me.*'